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and we ought to go forward at the earliest possible moment, but
the exploration fever conquered. We discussed the possibility
of getting the mot or-launch over the portage, and were obliged
reluctantly to abandon it as too heavy, but it was concluded
that it would be quite feasible with the cutter.
The next day proved too wet to attempt anything, but
Wednesday dawned reasonably fine, though with squalls at
intervals. Great were the preparations, from compasses, note-
books, and log-lines, to tinned beef and dry boots. At last at
11.30 (or 6.30 a.m. by true time) we sallied forth. The launch
towed us down the Lobo Arm, and then came the work of passing
the boat across the isthmus, at which all hands assisted. It was
the prettiest sight imaginable; the portage, which had been cut
through the thick forest undergrowth, had the appearance of a
long and brilliant tunnel between the two waters, it was carpeted
with bright moss and overhung by trees which were covered with
lichen (fig. 13). The bottom was soft and boggy, and I at
one time became so firmly embedded that I could not get out
without assistance. In less than half an hour the boat was
launched on the other side, and Mr. Corry, Mr* Gillam, our two
selves, and two seamen set forth on our voyage. Soon after
starting the creek divided, part going to the north-west and part
to the south-east. We decided to follow the latter as apparently
the main channel.
We rowed for an hour and a quarter, taking our rate of
speed by the log. The mountains on each side were of
granite, showing very distinct traces of ice action. At 2 p.m.
we landed ,on the left bank for luncheon. It Vas, it must
be admitted, a somewhat wet performance;,the soaked wood
proved too much even for our expert campers-out, who
had been confident that they could make a fire under all
circumstances, and had disdainfully declined my profered
thermos. Enthusiasm was, however, undamped; Mr. Corry
ascended to high ground and discovered that there was another
similar creek on the other side of the strip of ground on which
w& had landed, which converged towards that along which we
were travelling. After rowing for an hour and a half we reached
the point where the two creeks joined; here we landed and
scrambled up through some brushwood to the top of a low
eminence. Looking backwards we could see up both pieces of

